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mind than the valuable woman herself. Added to her
other complicated complaints, she has for some time
had a most afflicting acidity in her stomach, so that she
has no good digestion, but everything that she eats and
drinks becomes quite acid, and thus she can receive
very little sustenance; and the acrimony is such as to
corrode and blister her tongue. I never knew any one
in greater distress, except one gentleman, who died of
that dreadful disorder a cancer.

She goes out an airing in the carriage every day,
which for about three hours gives her some relief;
and when her attention is taken off herself by family
affairs, nay by the affairs of my estate, to both of which
she is still wonderfully alive, she seems to be a good
deal better. No man ever had a higher esteem or
a warmer love for a wife than I have for her. You
will recollect, my Temple, how our marriage was the
result of an attachment truly romantic; yet how painful
is it to me to recollect a thousand instances of incon-
sistent conduct. I can justify my removing to the
great sphere of England, upon a principle of laudable
ambition; but the frequent scenes of what 1 must call
dissolute conduct are inexcusable ; and often and often,
when she was very ill, in London have I been indulging
in festivity with Sir Joshua Reynolds, Courtenay,
Malone, etc. etc. etc., and have come home late and
disturbed her repose. Nay, when I was last at Auchin-
leck, on purpose to soothe and console her, I repeatedly
went from home; and both on those occasions, and when
neighbours visited me, drank a great deal too much
wine. On Saturday last, dining at a gentleman's house,
where I was visiting for the first time, and was eager
to obtain political influence, I drank so freely, that,
riding home in the^dark without a servant, I fell from
my horse and bruised my shoulder severely. Next